68 a shell-torn trench with bits of human flesh strewn about
like chicken feed I can't for the life of me recall by what
weird modulation we arrived at the Rue du Faubourg
Montmartre, but as the boat pulled out and we installed
ourselves*at a table in the saloon before a couple of inno-
cent glasses of ouzo Katsimbalis was leading me by the
hand from cafe to cafe along that thoroughfare which is
engraved in my memory as perhaps no other street in
Paris. At least five or six times it has happened to me now
that on taking leave of £ strange city or saying good-bye
to an old friend this street, which is certainly not the most*
extraordinary street in the world, has been the parting
theme* There is without doubt something sinister and
fascinatingly evil about the Rue du Faubourg Montmar-
tre. The first time I walked through it, of an evening, I
was literally frightened stiff. There was something in the
air which warned one to be on one's guard. It is by no
means the worst street in Paris, as I have hinted, but there
is something malignant, foul, menacing, which lingers
. there like a poisonous gas, corroding even the most inno-
cent face until it resembles the ulcer-bitten physiognomy
of the doomed and defeated. It is a street that one comes
back to again and again. One gets to know it slowly, foot
by foot, like a trench which is taken and retaken so many
times that one no longer knows if it is a bad dream or a
monomania.
In a few hours we would be at Nauplia, within striking
distance of such breath-taking places as Argos, Tiryns,
Mycenae, Epidaurus, and here we are talking of dingy
holes, lye-bitten side streets,, dilapidated whores, dwarfs,
gigolos, dochards of .the Faubourg Montmartre. I am
trying to visualize my friend Katsimbalis sitting in a cer-
. tain bistro opposite a theatre at midnight. The last time I
stood at that bar my friend Edgar was trying to sell me
Rudolf Steiner, rather unsuccessfully I must say, because

